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 *	She lifted her face to mine, as I bent over her, kissed
me and asked for you*   You were brought, and I took
you on my knee, showing you pictures, to keep you quiet,
But every other minute almost, your eyes looked away
from the book to her,—with that grave considering look,
as though a question were behind the look, to which your
little brain could not yet giyS shape.    My strange im-
pression was that the question was there—in the mind--
fully formed, like the Platonic " ideas " in heaven; but
that, physically, there was no power to make the word-
copy that could have alone communicated it to us.   Your
mother looked at you in return, intently,—quite still,
When you began to get restless, I lifted you up to kiss
her; you were startled perhaps by the cold of her face,
and struggled away.   A little   colour   came  into  her
cheeks ; she followed you hungrily with her eyes as you
were carried off; then she signed to me, and it was my
hand that brushed away her tears.
 *	Immediately afterwards, she began to speak, with
wonderful will and self-control; and she asked me that till
you were grown-up and knowledge became inevitable, I
should tell you nothing.    There was to be no talk of her,
no picture of her, no letters.   As far as possible, during
your childhood and youth, she was to be to you as though
she had never existed.   What her thought was exactly,
she was too feeble to explain ; nor was her mind strong
enough to envisage all the consequences—to me, as well
as to you—of what she proposed.   No doubt it tortured
her to think of you as growing up under the cloud of her
name and fate; and with her natural and tragic im-
petuosity she asked what she did.
' lt One day—there will come someone—who will love
her—in spite of me. Then you and he—shall tell her/'
' I pointed out to her that such a course would mean*
that I must change my name and live abroad. Her eyes

